DI V I NE POE! 


Written by Mary Wells, who 


Recommends it as a 


fit Token for all Youns Men for > 


Maids, inteal of profane Sa and Ballads. 


H Lord my fins are very great, 
And my corruptions many ; 


Oh ! let me not, I thee intreat, 
Be overcome Þy any. 


Ow down thineear unto me, Lord, 
Have mercy on my ſoul, 
Subdue my Spiritual Enemies, 
And all my luſts controul. 


Auſe me to love the Lord above 
With all my heart and might, 
And let my Converſation be 
Well-pleafing in thy fight. 


O not Condemn my Soul, O Lord ; 


But for thy Mercy ſake, 
Which is both ſure and "Mlentiful, 
Some Pity on me take. 


Nrich me with thy heavenly Grace, 
Endue me with thy Spirit ; 
And let my Soul when hence 1t goes, 
Eternal Life inherit. 


Orget me not, I pray thee, Lord, 
But Rtill remember me, 
That unto all Eternity 
I may give thanks to thee. 


Rant me, that I may never dare 
To live 1n any lin ; 
Nor let me not at any time 
Be catch*'t in Satans gin. 


Owever thou doſt deal with me, 
Give me an upright heart, 
And let my will ſubmit to thee, 

And never from thee ſtart. 


Ndeed it is to be admirfd, 
How gractous thou haſt bin 


Unto me trom my Youth till now, 
Though I have lv'd in fin. 


Indneſs thou doſt beſtow on me 
Every day and hour ; 

Yea, every moment, Lord, on me 

Thy mercies thou dot Pour. 


Ift up my heart unto thee, Lord, 
Unto a thankful frame ; 
And let me ever honour thee, 
And praiſe thee for the ſame. 


WE: me think vilely of my ſelf ; 
Shew me the want of Grace ; 
et not the love of any ſin 
Within my heart have place. 
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Othing's coo hard for thee, O Lord, 
> ] Oh ! therefore undertake 
# To pluck my ſtrong corruptions down, 
+ Even tor the Lord Chriſt's ſake. 


H ! let not any of my ſins 
Come 1into memor 
With thee, O Lord, but let them be 
Conceal*d eternally. 


Repare me for Eternity, 
And let my Souls Lamp be 
Furniſhed with the Oyl of Grace, 
When death {hall ſeize on me. 


Uicken me by thy Spirit, Lord, 
WhenT ſhall wait on thce 


> In n every Ordinance of thine, 
Which thou affordeſt me. 
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Emove from me the guilt of fin, 
And its pollutions too ; 
d let it be my earneſt care 
| evil to eſchew. 
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Ecure me from eternal death, 

And let my Soul make ſure. 
tan Inheritance with thee, 

hich ever {hall endure. 


He time which thou affordeſt me 
It's but a Span, O Lord ; 
herefore let me redeem the time 
hich thou doſt me afford. 
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Ouchſafe tolift mine heart to thee, 
Above all things below, 

And let it be my earneſt care 

Chriſt crucif'd to know. 
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HetherTI live or dye, O Lord, 
Let me be wholly thine, 


let thy gracious Countenance 
nme ever ſhine. 
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Amine all my inward wants, 


Supply me with thy Grace : 
etnot the love of any ſin 


thin my heart have place. 


Ea longer I ſhall live, O Lord, 
Let me ſtill better grow, 


let it be my earneſt care 
Lord of Lite to know. 


Eal for thine honour give me, Lord, 
Andlet me holy be; 
uide me by thy counſel here, 
And to Glory take thou me. 
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